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and tumbled into the canal; his nose was broken, three teeth
were knocked out, and his arm severely bruised.
Three days after a police commissary came to the fort
*uid accused me of being the aggressor, but my alibi was
easily proved. The chaplain, the doctor, the soldier, and
several others swore that at midnight I was in my bed with
a sprained foot, and tormented with such terrible colic that
drugs had to be administered to me.
A few days later M. Grimani sent to inform me of the
bishop's arrival. He was a fine handsome monk, about thirty-
four years old, but it was impossible, he said, for him to
take me with him. I must meet him at Rome; he questioned
me for over three hours, and I saw plainly that I did not
please him, though he pleased me.
A few days after this interview I embarked, with forty-^
two sequins in my purse, and plenty of courage in my heart,
I was to go into quarantine at Ancona, and then a friend
of the bishop's would give me his address in Rome, and
money for my journey. At Chiozza, where we made a
stoppage of two or three days, I had the misfortune to meet
a one-eyed Jacobin monk whom I had known in Venice,
and who introduced to me some friends of his as dishonest
as himself. We played at faro, and I lost every sol I pos-
sessed. I pawned the contents of my trunk to a money-lender
for thirty sequins, on condition that if in three days I dii
not redeem them, they were to become his property; like the
young fool that I was, I went about clamouring for re-
venge, flinging good money after bad. At last I lost the last
of the thirty sequins, and should certainly have starved on
the boat, had it not been for a young Franciscan friar, who
persuaded me to go ashore with him at Orsara, and dine at
the house cf a pious lady of his acquaintance.
For two Jays we got along very well. At the village of
Soma, the mistress of the inn gave us a good dinner and
some excellent Cyprus wine, which she told us the couriers
from Venice brought her in exchange for truffles, which
they sold dear on their return. Imagine my indignation whei?

